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fiftbs and get another bunny." They 
agreed, and I ran all the way to the 
corner store. so that I \\·ould get back 
before the rest of the family. l\Iy relief 
was great \\·hen I saw that the store 
was open. Grandma Lea h seemed 
rather surprised at my buying any-
thing so artistic as a chocolate rabbit; 
usually we paid more attention to 
caloric \·alue than to appearance. But 
l offered no explanation. And though 
the new bunny was hollow, and prob-
ably made of less expensi\·e chocolate 
than the other. nobody gues::;ed the ex-
change that hacl taken place. Our little 
tragedy turned into a feast. 
:'.\J other"s teas were as delightful on 
the back stairs as in the living room. 
\\"hen \ve \\·ere sure that the kitchen 
\\·as deserted. H.oberta and 1 crept in. 
\ \" c scraped out the crum hs that lay 
deep in the pan of the de\·il's-foocl-
cake-\\·ith-date-and-nut-f i 11 in g ; we 
spread the nut bread crusts thick with 
butter: \Ve rejoiced in the macaroons 
that had heen rejected because they 
stuck together. \ \' e helped ourselves 
to loaf sugar. lemon ends. and any 
nut meats that might have fallen on 
tlie floor. Halfo·ay up the hack stairs 
we munched daintily. trying not to 
grimace as we hit into unsugarecl 
lemon. and addressing each other in 
cultured tones as ";'\Irs." ancl ''1\J a-
da111," as though we \\·ere fine ladies 
at a fashionable tea. Sometimes 1\·c 
adorned oursch·es fittingly \\·ith fin-
cn· from our collection of ribbons and 
la~es. Sometimes \\·e i1witecl a guest 
or t11·0 from across the street. It was 
really the best ,,·ay to entertain, for 
e\Trycme agreed that the food \\·as 
rnorc important than anything else; 
a11<1 at our O\\· n parties the refresh-
ments 1\·erc hopelessly commonclass. 
I cc cream molds rem incl me of the 
first 1\·cclding at our house. \Ve servecl 
them at the reception. and for break-
fast. lunch. and dinner during the 
next few clays. Strangely enough 1 
found mYself tired of ice cream. lt 
\\·as usu~lly a great treat. and was 
most frequently offered when we went 
riding in the Buick. Ice cream cones 
\Vere always in the back of my mind 
when we started out, though I would 
have been ashamed to mention them. 
Roberta, however, who sat in the 
front seat. often whispered in Dael's 
ear something which caused him to 
stop at the next drug store, and bring 
out t\vo handfuls of cones. It was fun 
to lick the ice cream lightly at first, 
then to force it deeper into the cone 
\vi th your tongue; to eat as slowly as 
you could. so that when everyone else 
had finished you still bad a little left. 
I cannot imagine our old basement 
11·ithout a barrel of apples in the cor-
ner; or a church supper ·without meat 
loaf and soggy pudding; or a fudge-
less Sunday aften)oon. I hope that 
concentrated food tablets are never 
perfected. It would be a shame to de-
prive chiklhoocl of the pleasures of 
eating. 
There Was a 
Crooked Man 
By 
M. Eddingfield 
"There was a crooked man, and he 
went a crooked mile, 
He found a crooked sixpence against 
a crooked stile: 
He bought a crooked cat, which 
caught a crooked mouse, 
And they all lived together in a little 
crooked house." 
Fur years I ha\·e been vagtiely per-
plexed as to the iclentitv of the Crook-
ed ~1 an. and only recc1{tly did I stum-
ble on to a satisfying solution for this 
question retained from my childhood 
clays. It \\·as quite a surprise, I assure 
you. to bump into it so suddenly. Of 
course, I had always cherished a vivid 
imaginary picture of the fellow. He 
was small and lean and crooked. His 
crooked little eyes looked out from 
beneath crooked brows. He had a 
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t hin. crooked nose and a curious, 
crook ed mouth . On his head h e wore 
a ta ll , crooked b,at and about his s houl-
ders a black. crooked cl oak. H e s up-
ported his thin . crooked legs by a 
g narled s ta ff th at he clutched in his 
o ld . crooked hand. 
O ne evening not long ago I was 
reading .i\Iother Goose r hymes to my 
small brother. . \s I f in ished the last 
poem. "There \ \'as a Crooked J\Ian," 
the e\·ening paper humped aga inst the 
front door \\·ith its usual peculiarly 
pleasant sound. I \Yent t o get it. and 
as I >rnlkecl inside leisurely unfolding 
it. my eyes fell upon the headlines-
"\\'ealthy \ \ 'all Street .i\Iagnate and 
Politician Taken into Custoch· liv Paris 
Police"-or something to that· effect 
with a sub-head reading "Faces De-
portation Charge to TJ.S. Authorities." 
Perhaps my mind "·as still concerned 
with the last poem T had read, hut in-
stantlv [ knew who the Crooked i\Ian 
of nm=sen· fame \\·as. The fellow " ·as 
a politician to he sure! 
In a flash it \\·as all yery clear! The 
crooked lane >Yas the Cr(Joked l\Ian's 
term in office . The crooked six-pence 
that he found against the crooked stile 
\\·as the money g-ainecl illegally under 
the guise of puhlic benefit. The crook-
ed cat \\·as his "stuffed shirt"-I'\'e 
hearcl that expression somewhere! And 
the crooked house-ah. ves ! That was 
his influence that protected him from 
the dubious people. 
Suddenlv T laughed aloud at mv 
stupidity for not haying guessed Ji(-; 
identity long ago. 
20th Century College Student 
By 
James Jordan Stewart 
A t\Yentieth century college student 
is a misnomer. for he is. in realitY, 
a student of nothing b ut fo lly. H.is 
father has sent him to sch ool because 
it is t he conYentional th ing t o do; the 
quali ficati ons of t he inst ituti on he in o-
ei t her its athl f'ti c supremacy , it s so".'. 
cial superi ority or its p urported ac11.-
<lemic advantages. The firs t element 
of his education is initiation into some 
esoteric society, where he will be first 
s ubj ect of. and the11 participant in, all 
kinds o f gross barbarities. 
Aft er fo ur years of di ss ipation a nd 
d eba uch ery his marks of seni ority a re 
a prof iciency a t cards . drink sports , 
and >Yom en. His sole se rious concern 
has been to successfully pass hi s ex-
aminations \\·ithout resorting t o actual 
study. for all t h ings he endures not 
to he m istaken for a sch olar. To t his 
ignoble encl he has shown great in-
genuity and has learned the manifolcl 
method of cheating. oblivious to the 
[act that had he employed half as 
much time and effort in honest studv 
he would have reaped a much more 
prolific han-est. 
However. at his graduation he \\·ill 
pass from a brother in the hone! to a 
brother in the "Boncl ancl Trust": and 
if he is an "all around good fe llow," 
1Yhich he is sure to be. he will become 
a member in goocl standing of that 
great cult of mutual "soft-soapers": 
and so his education \\·ill ha\·e sened 
its encl. 
Guethary 
By 
Louise Garrigus 
T lived in a small t0\n1 for several 
years and T have spent a good manv 
vcars in Tndianapolis. and a few Yea1:s 
1n large citif's. But T liYed six m~nths 
in a village. T kne\\· mv circle in that 
small tmYn. ancl friends in this Indi-
anapolis. ancl not so man\· friends in 
those larger cities. But T knew e\'en'-
one in that Yillage. · 
Tts name was Guetharv. ancl it \\'as 
clown in sot1th\\·estern France, right 
on the Bav of Biscav. and onlv a few 
miles a>Yay from t iie Pyrenees-and 
Spain. B ut t he sea. >Yhi le so near, 
lay a hYays belm,· t h e village . and the 
m otm.ta in s . >Yh ile so far, loomed a lwavs 
cl0\n1 upon th e village : a nd when' I 
thi nk of G uetha ry . T think of those 
mountai ns fi r st , and th en .. alw ays a ft er 
